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PLAYING THE
By J. HARTLEY MANNERS,
Author of "Tho Harp of Life."

HAVE been asked to write a few

I Introductory lines to excerpt
from "The Harp of Life."

I feet they should take the form of
grateful appreciation to the Insplrer of
the theme, of many of the speeches, of
delicate side Unlit on the characters,

nd, most Important of all, tho creation
of the chief part of Bylvia Laurette
Taylor.

Few who sit In front can realize
how much she has contributed to the
essentials that appeal In "Tho Harp
of Life,"

It Is pleasant to have the oppor-

tunity of setting down hero an ap-

proximation of my Indebtedness.
' I would Indeed be ungracious were

I not also to add my whole hearted
thanks to as loyal a band of players

M ever graced an author's work.

A Boy's Bringing Up.
Marshall nnd Sylvln Brooke nro a

devoted couple who live In a country
home with their son Leonard. Marshall
la 40 nnd Bylvia Is 36, but she looks
and acts like a woman many years
younger. That Is because she has kept
Mr youthful spirit by sharing the
ports and Joys of her son, who Is 19.

They havo kept Leonard somewhat
sheltered and they fancy that he knows
nothing of the darker walks of life.
Hla mother Idolises lilm. In the first
act she tells Mrs. Hood, a caller, about
his bringing up.

Sylvia I've never believed In lying
to children. It's not fair to them or
to yourself. Turns back leaves of
album to And a particular photograph.
At that ago he began to doubt Sunta
Claim. He couldn't understand how he
'could come down the chimney with nil
tlM presents. So I told him the truth
before "the boy next door" could. He
trotted for a few days. But I reasoned
hint out of It by ns'klng him If he
wouldn't rather know thnt his father
and mother gave lilm all the pretty
things Instead of a long w hlskered old
gentleman he didn't even know. That
cheered him tip, nnd by the following
Christmas he was quite reconciled to
Santa Claus being a pleasant, childish
Action.

Turns to leaves nnd points to an-

other photograph.
Sylvia One clay, when ho was that

axe, he said: "Don't tell mo the storks
bring the babies, because I know
they're all shut up In the Zoological
Gardens. And If the doctor brings
'em, where does ho get them?" I saw-ho-

his llttlo lirnln was puzzled, nnd
instead of evading the point, ns most
ipnnts do, t decided to forestall "the
tHiy next door" from telling him In
some hideous way, and giving his mlud
the wrong outlook.

Mrs. Hood horrified What did
irra tell him?

Sylvia The, truth.
Mrs. H. aghast You didn't?
Sylvia Why not? Is. there any more

beautiful truth to tell than mother-fcoes- tf

That's what I think. Isn't It
better I told my boy the great mystery
of Ilfo as I feel It should be told to
Children not as something to speak
Of In secret among themselves, but ns
the most marvellously beautiful thing
la all nature? I taught him why a
man ul ways 'protected his womankind

because they were the mothers of
the race. They carried In them the
little lives that afterwards peopled the
world. I explained that the tiny baby,
before It was born, took its life from
the body of Its mother, thnt It came
into life through the mother's pain
and tears, nnd that because of that
sacred nnd wonderful privilege that
God had given to woman all men who
were really men were always gentle
and considerate nnd tender towards
them. Again I saw the small brain
trying to grapplo with Its new won-

ders. In a few days the keynote of
Us future manhood stood revealed. He
would watch mo nnxlously. Hrlng me
a shawl If tho nlr was nt nil cold, n
footstool it I looked at nil tired, nnd
run for my slippers. I had taken on

new valuo in his eyes ... I
Was not only ills mother. I was 11

woman, tho wonder woman, who
brings forth children. Even at that
age ho hnd learned what chivalry
meant. ,

Closes album.
Sylvia I sometimes wonder when I

see women standing weary with their
day's work In public conveyances
whether. If , tho men sitting stolidly
and selfishly In their scats hod been
told In their childhood of the delicate
mechanism that constitutes woman-
hood, they would sliamn their man-
hood by remaining seated. Tho age
of chivalry will never die so long us
from the tlmo 11 boy cun first under-
stand llfo ho Is taught whut mother-
hood is, nnd what Is really meant by
the word "woman."

Mrs. H. grunts nnd shakes her
head disapprovingly It nil sounds
very improper to me. I think It
shameless talking to children about
such things. Nothing marvellous
about motherhood to me. The less
said about it the better.

Bylvia smiling, rises, goes to table
behind sofa and replaces album The
moro said about It the lietter. If
mothers don't glorify motherhood, who
will? Wo should all bo careful of the
"boy next door."

MrB. II. -- What do you mean by "the
boy next door"? There's no house
near here.

Sylvia laughs Will, lot us sny
the boy chum at school the ono who
has learned something, which ho
whispers In a furtlvo way ns If It
were a thing to be ashamed of. That
kind of distorted knowledge causes u
child to look curiously, nnd In the
wrong way, at his parents. Then It
Is a thing to bo ashamed of. I saved
Leonard from thnt. llo only saw the
beauty, and mystery of it,

On Married Life.
(Godfrey Saxon, a evident, miililln

aged friend of the family, happens In.
oaxon greets Sylvia J Hadiant, as

always! Havln' a Jolly birthday?
6ylvla--Ho- w did you know?

axon A llttlo bird whlspeml It. A
chafthich, my dear. Takes out a bou-
quet from Inside, his coat. So 1 cut
these oft my prize bushes, Sniffs tho
bouquet, then hand It with a flourish
to Sylvia.) To the fragrant! Ulubsye I

Sylvia fsmllesl nh lr. ...... i.i.i
of you! Rurles her face In the
Honors.

stm Not a bit I wanted to ice
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o smile show y'r teeth on' look
happy.

Sylvia I nm, I do. Laugh and
snows her teeth.

Saxon laughs There y'arel Now
I'm In y'r debt. Sees Olive Hood, the
daughter of a neighbor, and goes over
to her. Ho, hoi My other darling!
(Mrs. Hood snorts indignantly ns ho
hurries over to Olive and takes her
hand In both of his. An' how'a tho
precious llttlo chicken? Olive glances
up nt him with n faint smile, then
lowers hen eyes. Ho turns to Sylvia
nnd lirooke. Tho wonderful age
bones nnd blushes!

Mrs. II. nngrlly Oh!
Saxon turns and ees her Ah,

ha I I see ye! There! I knew ye
wouldn't be far away. Hurries to her
and takes up her unwilling hand.
An' how's the careful hen?

Mrs. H. snatching her hand away
Careful what?

Sylvia coming to the rescue, shak-
ing her head at Saxon
and showing him the necklace God-
frey! Isn't that adorable?

Saxon What young man gave you
that?

Sylvia nodding toward Urookc
My lover.

Saxon He ought to have known
better. Pearls! Shiver. I've given
bucketsful. Waves them awny.
Cover 'cm up.

Sylvia I used to dread birthdays. I
hated the Idea that records wcro kept
of our ages. A pain nt twenty means
nothing at forty we fear nnpcndlcl- -
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tls. That's what
Smllcs.J
Saxon to Hrookel She's found It. i

To Mrs. Hood Wo old 'uns have
given up the search, haven't we, dear
lady?

Mrs. II. angrily What search?
Saxon For eternal youth. Turning

to Sylvia Llko hers.
Mrs, 11. snorts angrily Itubblshl

Eternal nothing.
Saxon I wish I'd found tho secret.

I'm sure you do, too. Come, own up.
I do. When hair leaves u man
passing his fingers through his

scanty hairs und fat creeps on to a
woman pausing and luoklug at Mrs.
II. It's no uso pretending. Wo know
youth's gone. Honiunco can survive
many things poverty, disillusionment,
but fat never, there's no poetry In
fat.

Mrs. II, If I had a wooden leg, or a
glass eye, no one would think of re-

ferring to It, Hut peoplo havo no
thought for tho of u fat
person. It's disgusting,

Saxon Looking at Sylvia, who
t bakes her head disapprovingly. To
Mrs. Hood, Indicating Sylvia Hut
she's Isn't she?

Mrs. H. (.napping Yes. she Is.
Maliciously for n woman of her

tlmo of life, with a grown son.
Sylvia Because we gain a child wo

needn't loso a figure. I think some
people ago moro quickly than others
bccnuMi they becomo parents Instead
of playmates. Wo'ro playmates. I
still play all his games.

Mrs. Hood, Ollvo nnd Leonard
leave,

Saxon Dear Nllsuibeth! There goes
the most advanced urgumnnt in favor
of celibacy wans beauty, figure, voice,
charity,

Brooko laughing You don't leavo
her much.

H.txon Not a damn thing.
Sylvia Tleawo don't tcaso Elizabeth

anymore. It Isn't nice. Pats Hrooko
as ho sits in chair at table. I lovo
my present.

Hrooko frowning I wanted you to
wear It

Sylvia I will nt dlnnor.
Urooke I mean at the theatre. It's

must Irritating, Leonard going away,
like that. Annoying.

Sylvia defending Leonard Ho
doesn't do it often.

Urooke Hut He's had too
much of his own way. Ho

Sylvia We can't expect to keep him
nt home all the, time, poor boy!

Brooke Still,
Sylvia Oh, nonsense! Don't be

fault with bin.

I.
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Urookc I'vo never spent
nn hour away from you, nnd I can't
undeistand Leonard doing it. Am I
forgiven?

Sylvia Of course.
Smiles. You're a funny old dear.
To Saxon No clubs! No gambling!

No small graces for other women!
Just me! I'm his virtue and his vice.
Oh, the this man has
roblied mo of!

Suxon chuckles.
Brooke What you mean?
Sylvia When other men have

me his supreme goodness has
kept me straight.

Urooke to Saxon She talk
more rot

Saxon That Isn't rot.
Sylvia Nu Indeed, they've realized

rivalry wasn't possible this side of
heaven. When I've seen some Adonis
leave my side nt hi

I've longed to cry out. v him:
"Do come luick. My husband beats me
nt times."

Hrookc When you make these rcve- -

lations, aro you teaming me or telling
the truth?

Sylvia What do you think?
Urooke I wonder.
Sylvlu patting his fare That's

eMictly the right answer for a bus- -

band. Goes laughing out of the
room,

Saxon You've got a marvellous wife.
Hrooko I know that.
Saxon--Thi- s Is the only home r go

to that gives me u funny llttlo btah
hero touches his heart where my
heart ought to be, You'ro
and you seem to like It.

Urooke I do. Whatever Sylvia
does Is always right. I put her first.
She, puis Leonard. I think
she spoils lilm. Sho thlnkii ho can't be
spoilt. The only times wo ever disagree
nro about lilm. And I always end by
giving

Saxon And very wlsc7tool Happy
Is tho man who has n wife worth
giving In to! wish I'd had one.
Look what niarrlago made of tne. A

dniiincil old
Hrooko laughing Not nt nil,
Saxon Yes, I am. A damned, silly,

gossipy, old Anything
for n laugh! I'lnklo did that. I was
hi afraid I'd bo laughed at for mar-ryl- n'

her, that laugh at every ono
Ir.cludlu' melf, first.

Hrooko Is she ullvu?
Saxon I'lnklo alive? Oh, es. Still

roamin' about, poor old thing, Slio'.i
touched up her hair, squeezed in her
waist, nn' married a wlno man. Not
a bad fellow! Plashy llttlo ol' rat!
I see 'cm In tho restaurants sometimes,
Poor Pinkie! Gottln' fnttor every min-

ute. A couple of chins now. Hack nn'
front cut very low. Have ye ever
noticed that tho older sumo women
get tho morn decollete they llko to bo?

Brooke No, I haven't,
Saxon They do. You wncth 'cm,
Brooke I can quite see tho reason
the back Is tho last placo to wrinkle.
Snxon Kxactly! Kunny, ain't It?

Pause. Plnklo'n qulto n good looker
still. Nice reg'lar features! Havo yo
ever noticed that peoplo with nice
reg'lar features are sometime most
irregular.
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own soul. And It would benefit no I ' I
one least of all you! I I

of Her
Lirooke No.
Saxon They are. You watch 'em.
Urookc What are you going to do

with your hoy, Ormonde?
Suxon Do with Ormonde? Noth-

ing. I'ause. Ho has nice reg'lnr feat-
ures,' too! Takes after Tinkle. Ho's
havln his fling, an' I'm footln' the
bills. Leonard hasn't started that
rnekct yet, has he?

Hrookc He hasn't that kind of na-
ture.

Two Kinds of Love.
Leonard Is out all night. In the

morning on his return he announces
that ho Is about to marry ZeiU Vorona.
It npponrt that Mm. Vorona's husband
has divorced her and thnt she Is living
under the protection of Saxon's son
Ormonde. Sylvia vNlts her.

Sylvia I don't want to talk to you
us a mother, but us n woman.

Mrs. V, You can't. We don't speak
the same language.

Sylvia We should. We both love

tho samo boy. And between my love
and jours If you really lovo lilm

.then! can't bo such u wldo difference.
Mrs. V. That's whero you're wrong.

1 love his youth, his enthusiasm, his
Idealism.

Sylvia So do I. Only I want him to
keep them,

Mrs. V. And you don't think he'll
do that with mo?

Sylvia No. Do you?
Mrs. V. Yes, 1 do. I'vo a llttlo Ideal- -
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1916.

!' ono wants to study human nature
I It Is not necessary to bo further

than tho nearest savings bank. I
bad Just Joined tho lino nt ono cashier's
window when n woman turned to me.

"I'vo got to bo careful," sho said.
"I'vo got to bo careful not to losu it."
Then saw that she was pinning a
llttlo roll of money Into a pts'kct In
her petticoat with a rusty safety pin.

"I hated to draw It," sho went on,
"I had saved it rent by cent put It
nway In my stocking hut with every-
thing m high as It Is, what is a poor
creature to do?"

Another woman a. few feet nway
looked up Sho was
slttltifou a bench, putting somo
money sho had evidently Just drawn
Into un old tin strongbox, Llko the
lirst woman, sho knew she had "got
to bo careful," and did not want to
loo hor money on tho way homo.
Undoubtedly she too "hated to draw
It."

Ah 'I found myself third from tho
cashier's window I noticed Just ahead
of mo a uelf-rellu- looking woman.
with u. richly fur trimmed coat and
a Jewel Hashing on the ungloved hand
tlvnt held her bank book. The look
held several bills of large denomina-
tions; evidently she had some to de-
posit, not to draw on her account. In
front of her and facing the cashier
was a delicate looking Ifttlo woman In
the dingy black that told lta double
Ul ot griet and POYMtK
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Ism left. He's restored my
And I've still some of my youth.
Suddenly changing her tone to one

of quiet sincerity. Mrs. Urooke,
Leonard has opened a new llfo to me
And what has mado It all tho more
wonderful Is that It has come nt n
time when the old one had grown un-

bearable. It meanness and tawdrl-nes- s

nnd bitterness were
mo.

Sylvia nods You
want to use him to feed your soul. I
would give mine to feed his. There Is
ii dlfTerenco In our loves. If there Is
no deeper note In yours than grasping
at what he brings you then In such a
marriage my boy would Indeed be lost.

Mrs. V. Lost? Why lost?
Sylvia Hecause If you always take

and never give you will miss the one
real note of love. You would rob
Leonard of you Hay you
love In hlm-- hls youth. Ills Ideullsm

!but you couldn't graft them on to your

Mrs V. -- What can ou know of mo?
I tell you I can look at the stars as
well as ho can. Don't think I llko this
llfii I hate It. And he'll take mo out
of It. Pause. 1 No moro
hitting In flashy rustnurantM hung with
Jewels as a prize animal Is with rib-
bons, facing the hcnelchs beaat who
bought them and me. No luoru of
that. I'll ilioain all my old dreams In
tho warmth and color of tho Kast.
And I'll havo a young, eager heart

"How will you have It?" tho bank
clerk was asking,

Kvidently tho woman did not know
what ho meant.

"How will you havo It?" Tho dap-
per young miui looked nt her with
ftccly bluo ecs and his thin lips set
nfter ho had repeated his formula.

Tho woman a distress wns apparent.
"I 1 don't know," who faltered.
"How will you have it?" Tho

question was nipped out llko a series
ot blows nnd tho woman cowered un-
der It.

Tho well drc&bcd woman put her
hand lightly on tho arm of tho other.

"llo means do you want your money
In ono or In llvo or In ten dollar bills,"
sho r.plaiiicd softly, and tho woman
gno her n look of gratitude as sho
turned to tho clerk and said:

"In fives, please, idr. I hope you'll
pardon me, Mr; I didn't

As tho woman in tuts took her place
before tho sleek young clerk, who
leaned forward to do her
bidding, she looked him over much as
sho might havo studied any other
strange animal behind bars."

"You don't know how you surprised
me," sho said, emlllug, as sho bunded
him her book to havo her deposit cred-
ited. "It did not seem strange to me
at all that u poor woman did not un-
derstand your Jargon, but It did aur-prls- o

mo very much that a young
man supposed to b capable ot tilling
your position was not quick wilted
enough to ace that the soar thins did

IMOt
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besldo mo seeing beauty for the first
time. Our days will be spent searching
for beauty. And night will come as a
blessing, not a curse Night! Shud-
ders Night that hideous tlmo be-
tween dark and dawn when such as I
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pjy the debt of our gllmp.es of beauty
by day. That's done! Finished! I

need him! need him! His love and
faith will renew my youth and give
mo back something of nil I've lost.
Sylvia turns head away. Pause

Hut you can't understand that.
Sylvia Why can't I iiilder-s- t ind the

pursuit of one's lost youth? It's n
thing any one past 30 can understand.
Hut even youth Itself cannot lead us
back to mir own lost youth.

SI re. V. That nuy be but Leonard
loves me. Seo how strong your

Is against that.
Sylvia excitedly I know how

strong my la against that.
I know. .Mother, father, honor, career

nothing matters compared to the
blinding happiness a stranger can
hi lug him. Oh, It has ulways seemed
to mo that God has mado It so

that no earthly tlo can last so
that wo moy bo content to go to Him
In the end.

Sirs. V. looking nt her
I thought you were that kind.
Sylvia What kind?
Sirs. V. Tho kind that believes In

Him.
Sylvia simply Don't you?
Mrs. V. No.
Sylvia I don't think you quite mean

that.
Sirs. V. I do mean It.
Sylvia No ono can really doubt

God. At supremo moments in life,
birth, death, love, triumph why do wo
quiver with living? Because a moment
of eternity has como to us, Wht-- we
love, God seems to look through the
eyes of, tho loved one, A mother
touches heaven In the sleep that fol-
lows tho torturo of birth. Any great
grief or great Joy brings an exalta
tion. We all seek thoso moments of
divinity of living Intensely beyond
our bodies, You are seeking divinity
through my son, nnd he is touched
witn tne divine pity for you;

Mrs. V. It may bo divine, or It may
not, but he pities me and he loves
me. If you have taught him the
Cbrbtllke spirit you should bo? happy
is that to la, It

it Jrperfoctlon. But havo you tested

Y?r
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his pity nnd his faith ln,you?
Mrs. V. Yes. r

Sylvia I wonder.
Mrs. V. Do you think I'd be fool

enough to build my hopes on him,
and leave It to a chance whisper from
some creature like Saxon to throw
me back to this?

Sylvia goes over to her So you
have told him?

Mrs. V. A good deal.
Sylvia How have you told him?

.SYLVIA JWrj
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Sylvia -- Yes, how? Have ou done '
It completely? In order? Without ex - '

tenuatlng anything? Have you told j

detail? in number three,
four, five, and so on through tho list?
Without sparing yourself? Havo you
beut it Into his brain that ho is 'tho
last of a number? Sirs. V. rises und
faces Sylvia. Or have you graced it
and embroidered It and woven a silken
mesn or words around It? Wh eh
have you done? Which will you do?

Pause. Sirs. V. turns away with a
movement of Indignation.

bylvia I want you to test my bov's
faith in you. I want you to give bin,

;

a bate, unvarnished history of facts..
Thero l n l,nrHM ,.i.....t.,.- ' ..11111.1111,-- ,, uuuiil
facts- - numbers,

Walts. Sirs. V. sits In chair below
sofa nnd makes no answer.

frylvia I seo you haven't. I'm
afraid you won't. Goes nenrerto Sirs.

. Im in, an agony ef fear for
Lconaid. I'm helpless against you. I
know that. Vet 1 tuught lilm to walk,
to talk, to think, I've U-e-n nineteen
years forming a man. You'vo known
him a few weeks. You think he's been
created by God nnd reared by mo Just
ror your redemption. Alas, my faith In
lilm docs not reach so far. To do that
a man must have not only pity und
charity but, above all. understanding t

- nnd all tho divine qualities. Tlmo
and suffering only can glvo him lllOSe.

Takes Sirs. V.'s hand. Tell 1,1m tho
truth. I'lcaso do, If. knowing even -
thing, his knowledge strengthens his ;

love, I'll give in. I'll bo reconciled.
ISIt.s.J I'll he reconciled.

I Leonard and his father enter, and
when the latter learns the. real charac-
ter of tho woman his son has engaged
iiimseii to marry lie is furious.

Hrooko llvd with rage, to Leonard
How dare you think of bringing such

u woman Into my family?
Leonard lln blind fury Don't you

say a word against her!
Brooke Krom her own confession

thero Is only ono word you can use.
Leonard Don't say It! Don't say It!
Hrooko So this Is tho wife you iiuvo

chosen! You come from iv woman llko
that to your homo! You even copv hergarish stuff and sneak It Into my house
on tho pretext that It is artistic! Youyoung whelp! Ynu daro to offer vonr
own mother tho trappings of a com
mon, ordinary

Leonard rushes at Brooke, his
clenched list raised us if to strike html- If you darn say it I'll -

Brooke Vou ought to bo thniuuulily
beaten, you

Sylvia goes quickly between them,put her arm protcetlugly round
Leonard and cries distractedly --

Don't you call my boy names! l'),m't
blamo him for this! if yinl didn't
choose, to tell him about life and he's
mado a mistake, don't turn round now
und nbuso him. To Leonard hystert-tall- y,

1 Leonard, you're perfectly freeto do whatever you wish, Slurry her
If you like. Anything, duly don't exersay you never want to seo me again
Don't say that. Don't think it. Be-
cause you'ro everything to me- - every-thin- g.

Completely breaks down unitsits on sofa crying and sobbing,
Leonard half hysterical- - Don't

mother, dontt I didn't mean It,
Brooke amazed at the fury of

nyivms omourst, changes his whol
manner, goes to her to try to culm her,
stands abovo her, his words como hult- -

I tally-Syl- vtal Mydearl I was only

thinking of you. Only of youl Oh,
everything has suddenly become all
wrong! Don't don't letua quarrel.
It's tho first tlmo you'vo ever spoken
to mo like this. Sylvia! Stop! Stop!
I'll let htm do anything he please;,
You'ro first with me. Leonard la with
you. Ho can do anything, but you
muetn't suffer. I'll say. nothing more
to him. Nothing, it was only because
you wcro hurt. I couldn't bear to w
thnt. To Leonard. Do what you
please. Anything. To Sylvia. There!
It's all over! Finished!

All through the speech Sylvia solw
between his sentences. Occasionally
Lconnrd tries to speak. At times th
three voices clash together. Finally
Brooko puts his hand to Sylvia's arm
and pleads nhnost In a whisper,

Hrooko Let us go. Come!
Both go up to door nnd look nrotin.l

at Leonard, who turns nway from
them and looks at Mrs. Vorona. bewi-
ldered by tho rapidity of tho emotional
outbursts.

Sylvia Come, Leonard.
Lconnrd does not move

Sirs. V. to Lconnrd Well, why
don't you go?

Leonard I don't want to go. I want
to stay. I lovo you!

Brooko makes angry movement
Sirs. V. Still?
Leonard Yes. I will always.
Sirs. V. In the faco of such family

opposition?
Leonard I love you.
Mrs. V. looks at Sylvia What

loyalty!
Leonard plteously You don't want

me to go?
Sirs. V. But your parents?
Leonard I lovo you.
Sirs. V. But your father said the

evidence
Leonnrd very faintly I don't cure,

I love you.
Sirs. V. looks across at Sylvia. Their

eyes meet. Sylvia Is wan and tear
stained. All hope Is gone. She looki
frlghtcnedly nt her son.

Sirs. V. a step up facing Sylvia and
Brooke You'vo all been speokltiK
your minds very freely. I feel liko
doing tho same thing.

Sylvia going to Leonard and putting
her arm prntcctlngly about him Nn'
No! Not now! I didn't know he cared

much. I won't have Leonard
tortured.

Sirs, v. f must.
Sylvia Not now.
Sirs. V. Yes, now.

Leonard releases himself fim h
mother's grasp nnd turns to Slr. V
Sylvia sits mi end of lounge. Brook"
sits on lounge nboo her.

Sirs. V. Leonard. I'vo been rather
unlucky in my affections. In fact, ery
unlucky. I began about your age-reall-

u year younger-i-s. y,)Ur
mother tells nio you nro only u

look leproaehfully n't his
mother, then lowers his eyes f.lmin.
facodly before Sirs. V. I 'loathed the
restrictions of home. At is I was im-
pulsive, headstrong, impossible. I
wanted more than anything to tr,ivt
As my pnronta couldn't take me ! had
to find others who would. So at i h

delicate age of IS I started wander, ns.
.''onio ono hud to pay the hi:- - 1

couldn't. So I made friends
Leonard faintly .Men?
Sirs. V. Always. Women ne. '

much use for me.
Leonard -- You travelled with ..n'Sirs, v. .Vex. One took me -v

another Kast, a third throucl
Ihirope. While in Italy with t .

fourth or it may havo been the s t
I've renllv fnivntirn f,,.. i.rt
I met Vnmnn i. ii.. m
seemed content to M.n.lrm.. ,,i ....

their own ways when we w. re m"
titally hored. He didn't. 11k iimion marrying me Just as jou do .

my wandering ended anil I (.cttlcd
down for a while, it didn't last very
long. What happened after that von
know. Since my divorce I've been -
iuR here.,.... .!....,T ?. s,m? '""KUMs Lew

"J " 'T. , 0,.I',.JU'' '

'" ' " ' 1' "'s ur. ,eiwo
n .. , i

.TJJ'L lZ.
, . .. " "

"'" "I"'" eu..o; II rouiun t Unto la- -t

',,,1... ll'l,,,t., ..mil nii?n ou've made of your- -

self! With your looks and stylo nnd
spirit oh. my, what a tlmo ynu roil .

havo had! You might have been an-

other Lady Hamilton or a Nell
Gwynne gone down Into history with
tho best of us Instead of being chained
up.

Sylvia smiling Somo women lov
their chains. 1 love my husband. 1

adore my boy.
Sirs. V. I know that. Why, joi

MifTereil moro In this room In a fw
mlniite.s than I havo In my whole ''f.
That's why I gavo Leonard un N'o

motherhood for me, Lang', i

tcrly 1 Why, you've gieu o' .r
young pretty years in the c r e o1
, .

" 1, 0 V n,H' "" " rS
!,. SyU;ll,""Ani1 'ol,r "unK

0ll,r"'
J'?S '"At ll,,Ml 110 " ow" '"

lv!,i-Il- ow foilorn that m - .

you feel! Not to belong t

but to every one: Jo hnxr ' xi'l
at your command while ,

healthy nnd radiant, and i" i
servant at your bedside xxheti ,!.
111. To havo given oiir xx.iin.i'.1 iod
to man's pleasure and uextr i ' xo
known his tours the Joy of mal. m:
ju.st one man completely yours u
poor thill's! Sly dear, it's ii.i vi. in-
to hold a man for ,iu hour, a di n

year. Many women of little Hi ,i

charm havo done that. Hut if af p

twenty years of married life a m istill siy.s, "You wonderful wmna.,
don't you think I haxo sunu ih nu
brag about?

Sirs. V- You'lo ,i funny pit n

Leonard and you seem m i ,i k
each other all over the pl.e e

both elllldren. lielleiiix.lv M

all, most of the great mist reM.e
very feminine and childlike.

Sylvia smiling So aie all u at
mothers,

Sllf. V- .- You've mis.si d mir
tlou.

Sylvia shaking her head I .V. I

found it. Holds out her li.iml I ' "I

bless on!
.Mrs, V-.- Do you think lie will"
Sylvlu Yes, of course.
Sirs. v. rcurlously.l- - Wjy
Sylvia--Becaus- e llo iI'Vs und r

Hand.
Sirs. V. take her haiidl T'

nice of nu. Take care of lounard
S.xlvla I xx III. Goes tn diHir
.Mrs, V. to Sylxlaat door Go.--

Nell (Iwynnn.
Sylvlu turns in doorxv.iy. Me ' s

back nt Mrs. V. and goes qulet'.x '

Sirs. V stands thrilling a iiioik"
gives u gesture as if trying t.i
miss the wh, le thing, niox-e- s u

, ""'I aliiilesMy to i lounge, sloxxl 'in
I 11 ald puts arms up ubovn w r
I head.

I


